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SIR, 


N theſe degenerate Days of Senſuality and Diſſipation, when, 

| Voluptuouſneſs is Worſhiped with all the ardour of Devo- 

F . . . . _ 
tian by Millions of deluded Votariet, and the Religion of JEs us, 


with all her Hraven- born Charms, is diſregarded and rediculed, 
unto whom, Sir, ſhalt I lift up mine. Eyes for Protection, while 


endeaveuring to embark in her ſolitary Service ---Shall I turn 


them to the gilded Roofs of Splendor and Magnificence? 
where her Divine Author kgth ſo laviſhly diffuſed the Baunties 
F his Providence! and where his Munificence ftands waiting 
(as it were) at the very Threſhold of the Door, to catch the grateful 
Emanations of the poſſeſſor's Heart, as they riſe towards Hea - 
ven: Or, ſhall I direct my Attention to the low-roof d Cattage, 
and to the humble Cell, thoſe reputed Sanctuaries of Virtue 
and Innocence ? where every Thing that ſurrounds the peacefub 


I 


DEDICATION. iv. 
e as well as his Situation in the cue of oy. 
has an admi ab tendency to obli dera Pride, and cxalt his Ideas 


of the SUPREME EXCELLENCE! Or, naturally attracted to- 


wards the Centre of my Wiſhes, by thoſe diſtinguiſhing © Rays 


of Glory, ever refleFed from an eminently Religious Character 


-— May I mt humbly preſume, Sir, (in this Night of intellectu- 
al Darkneſs, ) 4 take the advantage of its friendly Light? 
and, | plating the © FL lowing little Po EN beneath its foftering 
Influence, 10 ſubſcribe myſelf, with all due Reſpect and Eſteem, 


: Sir, 
. Your mot Obedient, 
A 1203.55. an Conged 
| humble. Servant, 
e 8 8 | 
September 7. 1274. L F 
> i | * | A | Jhefrans ir. 18. 
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ADVERTISEME NT. 


=” following POEM is the. Subſtance of a Nar- 
rative, which the Editor heard from the Lips of 


an old INDIAN, a Native of the Province of Georgia, in 
'Britiſh . with many of his Countrymen, were 
Converted to the Chriſtian Faith, under the Preaching of 
that eminent Servant of Go p, the late Rev. Mr. George 


Whitefield, on his firſt Arrival there. 


If it ſhould be Aſked - What was the Editor's Reaſon 
for attempting to dreſs up a mere Narrative, in the flow- 
ery Habit of Poetry?” He Anſwers, That, (beſides an early 
3 to the Service of the Muſes, and a moſt paſ- 


ſionate Fondneſs for that ſpecies of Poetry denominated | 


B Paſtoral) 


ADVERTS BIEELENS 
Paſtoral) he diſcovered in the Detail, ſuch an agreeable 
Spirit of Simplicity, ſuch a noble Zeal for Religion, and 
ſuch an ardent Deſire to promote its Intereſt in the World ; 
and all this! breathing from the Heart of a newly Con- 
verted Savage, that he was ſtruck with Admiration at the 
Triumphs of Divine Grace, and without any Conſideration 
about the Modes of Compoſition, was in this Reſpect, in: 
tirely governed by the Impreſſions he then felt. 


8 00 65 The Eallor. 
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CONVERTED INDIAN; 


A 


© 3 


HERE ſweet Savannah * rambles thro' the Shade, 


And woos the Poct for a penſive Lay, 
Oft' let me rove (by Contemplation led). 


And paſs the Evening of a Summer's Day. 


There, deep ſequeſter'd in ſome friendly Grove, 


Where the high - waving Pines enamour'd meet, 


+ My Cares all huſh'd---my Soul attun'd to Love, 


— 


+, 


* T'd fit me down at Meditation's Feet. 
Dear 


* Savannah.—A. River in Georgia, from whence the Capital of that Pro- 
yince derives its Name, 


5 2 5 

Dear peaceful Shades, and doubly Dear to Me! 

For here my Saviour firſt reveal'd his Charms; 
Beneath the Shelter of yon” (a) ſpreading Tree, 


Gently he drew me to his willing Arms. * 


Wild as the Wilderneſs in which 1 trod, 
By Nature, ftupid as the beſtial Train: 
Loſt to Myſelf---a Stranger to my Gop, 
£ Thoughtleſs I wander'd o'er my native Plain, 


But Heav'n decreed, and Heav'n's own Time was come.— 
Eternal Love! our weſtern World ſurveys : 
Sends WH1TEFIELD forth to call the Nations home, 


And ſpread the Empire of Redeeming Grace, 


Bleſt 


* 


1 


” 
— R_— _ 


(2) A large Tree, growing near the Town of Savannah, under which che 


late Rev. Mr. TVhiteficld uſed frequently to Preach, 


b 97 
| Bleſt was the Day, and Glorious was the Light, 
When fir/t. Salvation ſounded on our Shore : 
Angels with Rapture! ſaw the wond'rous Sight, 


And up to Heav'n the joyful Tidings bore. 


The Spirit breath'd with ſuch immortal Force, 
And flaſh'd Conviction with ſuch piercing Ray, 
That (like ſome River in its rapid Courſe) 
He Conquer d all that dar'd Oppoſe his Way. 


How did our ſable Sons from Far and Near, 
By Night, by Day, their eager Steps purſue? 

No Threats nor Dangers! ſtop'd their glad Career, 
"Twas Feſus call'd, and Feſus led them through. 


Sweet was the Scene! Delightful was the Hour! 


* When round the Prophet of the Lord we Stood, 


Heard him declare his Saviour's mighty Power, 


And tell the Virtues of his precious Blood. ' 


C Methought 


E 40. | 
Methought the Rocks ſtood Lift'ning as he Spake, | 


And bending Cedars deep Attention gave : 
"Twas Heav'n come down, 'twas a new Morning break, 


A Morn propitious to the captive Slave, 


But ah! what Sorrows mingl'd in the Train, 
When calx'rys Scenes were painted to our View: 
*Twas then our Boſoms bled through ev'ry Vein, 
And Tears deſcended like the falling Dew. 


From Heart to Heart the pious Anguith ran, 
And Love and Pity ſwell'd the double Tide! 
As o'er the Suff rings of the Croſs he ran, 
Still pointing up to Feſus' wounded Side. 


Did Mary Weep?---Did the Diſciples Mourn ? 
Yes, near the Croſs they agonizing Stood: 
With ſuch Senſations were our Boſoms torn, 


And each Baptiz'd in one repentant Flood. 


[ 11 } 
Sure there -was Language ſpoke in every Eye, 
And new felt Paſſions pictur'd in each Face: 
Tow'rds Heav'n we breath'd the ſoul-difſolving Sigh} 


And caught the Anfwers of returning Grace. 


New was the Theme to our aſtoniſh'd Ears, 
Us, the poor Exiles of an out-caft Land: 

But ſee! at length the promis'd Day appears, 
And Feſus comes with Pardons in his Hand, 


Amazing Thought! How boundleſs is his Heart? 
How wide the Empire of his Grace extends? 

Can Europe fill it?---No, he claims a Part, 
From the firſt Dawn, to where the Sun deſcends, 


In the ſwift Chariot of eternal Love, 
Behold He comes! Triumphant as a King: 
Proclaims Salvation from the Realms above, 


To diſtant Iſles--and bids the Nations Sing, 
Night 


ths. 


l 12 ] 
Night flies His Preſence--heathen Darkneſs _ 5s 
And the bright Day-ſpring beams upon our Clime; 


For this! let Joy reſound through all the Skies, 
And ſwell to Rapture! all the Notes of Time, 


While, flows the vital Current of my Peins, 
And beats this Heart, within her narrow Cell, 
No other Theme ſhall Captivate my Strains, 
No other Language on my Lips ſhall dwell. 


And O! could 1 the charming Accents bear, 


(Like WH1TEFIELD once) to liſt'ning Millions round, 
And feel Thy Power, and ſee Thy Glory there : 
Id ſpread Zhy Name to Earth's remoteſt bound. 


Nor ſhould dividing Scas obſtruct my Courſe--- 
Inflam'd with Live # I'd lean upon Thy Breaſt, 
Drink of the Promiſe' that reviving Source, 
And for Mount Zion's Sake refuſe to Reg. 


. 


E 
Till all Thy Sons (elected) from afar, 
Thy Sable Daughters from the weſtern Werld ; 
Should hear the Trumpet of the Holy War, 
And ſee the Enſign of the Croſs unfurl'd. 


Sweet Taſk !---but Ah! my feeble Nature fails, 


Grace reigns within, but Age and Weakneſs round, 


Tis all I can, to tell ſome falt'ring Tales,. 
How Fir? my SAV1OUR in theſe Wilds I found. 


Hap'ly my Sons (b) have drank the Heav'nly Dew, | 4 
And felt the Pow'r deſcending from Above: 4 

T' Inſtruct their little Charge, is all I do, 
And tell them Stories of Redeeming Love. 


D Save, 


% Two of his Sons embraced Chriſtianity ſoon after their Father, and 
are now Remarkable for an exemplary Life and Converſation. 


Save, when perchance (for Mufing is, my Pride) 1177 
Some Evening fiir invites me to the Shade, 

I bend my Steps to feet Savannal's Side! 45d {ff 
The choTen” Spit where firſt my Vous were paid. 


There, oft delighted have I paſs'd the Day, 
And Held with J]esvs Intercourſe di vine, 

Gaz'd on the Beams, that round His Temples play, 
Till my "rapt Soul was Dazzbd with the Shine. 


And (if *twere Blameleſs to indulge the Claim) 
When Death propitious hath diſcharg'd his Truſt, 
Fain would 1 Sleep near this thrice hallow'd. Stream, ; 


-- 


Till the 1aft Trumpet animates my Duſt. 


OP hen! Chriſtian, then! the ſacred Morn ſhall riſe, 

Then, all the "Kingdoms of the Ranſam d come, 

Mount up in Triumph! through di ſolving Shes 
And take Poſeſfor of their promis'd. Home, 


* „ 


* 
, 


| C 25 J 
Here ceaſe my Song-----for who hath rent the Pail? 
Or dar'd to Look within the Holy Place? 
Enough for Us, that CRRIST will there reveal, 
Th' unclouded Vans of His lovely Face, 


ä E, 


1 


INC ARN ATI O N. 


(So ENE JV PDP EA.) 


IDE ſpreading o'er the purpl'd Eaft, 


See where yon' crimſon Enfign bends: 
Prepare! prepare! th' ambrofial Feaſt, 
For lo! the Gop of Gops deſcends. 
But how O! Nature wilt thou bear the Load, 
Or meet the Splendor of a coming Gov ? 


We: In 


Li 
* a. - 
— — — . — _ 
—— 
— 


* Some Time ago, an imperfect Copy of the following Piece made its 
Appearance in Print, and (tho labouring under ſeveral Diladvantages) was 


not unfavorably received. In Order therefore to do Juſtice to ths Fublic, as 
well as to myſelf, I have in the preſent Publication, endeavoured 10 Correct 
thoſe Errors, and render it more worthy of their generous Protection. 


C81 
In vain IF aſk,---for now yon' parting Sky, 
Proclaims th' eternal Triumph nigh. 
Stand faſt thou Earth, 
For fince thy Birth, 
| Thy ſtedfaſt Pillars never bore ! 
Th' intolerable Weight of Dz1Ty before. 
But hark !---methinks ſome ſofter Strains, 
Than ever ſhook th' etherial Plains, 
Since Time began to roll, 
Melts in my Ears, 
Diſpels my Fears, 
And ſweeps away my Soul. 
*Tis Gabriel's Voice, (I know the Sound) 


3 And Mercy ſmiles to Day, 

. Let Angels Shout !---let Earth Reſound! 
1 For Gop aſſumes our Clay. 

And ſee! in Token of ſupernal Grace, 
The angry Enfign diſappears : 


[ 19 ] 
; Ten Thouſand milder Glories fill the Space, 
ip And Muſic wakes the Spheres : 


Harmonious thro' the Realms above, 
One gen'ral Concert rings, 


And all the Burthen of the Song is Love, 4 


Love ! braces all the Strings. 
Aſtoniſh'd Angels, view the Scene, 
And (Curious) fain would know, 
What all this World of Wonders! mean: 
Theſe Myfterics below. 
In vain they Pry---the boundleſs Scheme, O! Man, 


For Thee! was laid c'er Time began: 
For Thee! before all Worlds were fram'd, 
Or Angels hymn'd th' eternal THREE, 4 
The Council Sat---the Terms were Nam'd, { 
And Mc fix'd on Thee. 
And lo! the Period Mark'd in Heav'n— 


The Day that crowns Creation's birth, 


STS 


* 
Is now arriv'd---the promis'd CniLD is giv'n! 


And Gop inhabits Earth. 


= - Angels applauding! clap their golden Wings, 
While Bethlehem receives the King of Kings! on 
For this! let Rocks, and Hills, and Plains, 


(Unpractis'd yet to vocal Strains) 
For once their Silence break : 
While Man !---but Man can never tell, 
The grateful Thoughts his Breaſt ſhould ſwell, 
Nor half his Raptures ſpeak !--- 
Silence, perhaps, may more Expreſſive prove, 


And Hcav'n accept the Heart diffolv'd in Love. 
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